"A"                                                 INDIAN
"You read the Bible, I see/31 said.
"Sair, I read the literature of many people.
Persian, Urdu, Arabic, it is all as one* Shakespeare,
Milton, Sterne and Lafcadio Hearn. I read also
Macaulay; and the breadth of writing is like a great
tree sprung from the root of British munificence.
My father is a common workman, tilling the field,
paying taxes. His eyes are not opened and behold he
is as a blind beggar; but I am come to this great
College in humble studentship to be a great speaker.
Poetry and all wisdom I will learn and be a B.A., in
three years or more. My father, too, sends his
greetings to you and this bag of make, if you will
but take me up into your net. ... I have much
maize, for my father tills wide fields and this here is
but a little."
"Don't talk so much. You're a Hindu, I take it.
Tell me your name and caste."
I saw a pulled look cross the youth's eyes, and
then the cloud lifted and he smiled a quite simple,
naive smile, showing good white teeth.
My interjection had not been part of the pro-
gramme, had not been bargained for in the re-
hearsals, but it was of no importance. I had, after
all, only asked a simple question, an easy leading
question.